The Commander-in-Chief
\22nd November,

A CARDBOARD notice: 'Office of the C. in
C.' was on the door. An aide-de-camp,
a magnificent Scottish officer in a Gordon
kilt, kept me company, but in any case I had not
long to wait. Another aide-de-camp appeared:
The C. in C. will see you now/
No great commander's office was ever simpler.
His table was no more than a bare plank on a couple
of trestles: a few maps hung on the wall: and sitting
at the table was Lord Gort himself. I was struck at
once by his air of youthfulness (he is fifty-three),
vigour, and animation. When he was head of the
Staff College it was said that the place seemed more
like a foundry in full production than an academy,
even a military one. He is very fond of walking and
covers miles of our muddy countryside at a great
pace. He is a skilled yachtsman: when he was
forty-seven he learned to fly and it is one of his
sorrows that his plane is not with him in France.
And the Victoria Cross he wears, the hardest earned
decoration in the world, is sufficient proof of his
physical courage.
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